THE  GOLGOTHA OF POWER             103

austere and scanty furniture with its upholstery of
worn silk breathed a frosty chill, the whole house
smelt of emptiness, desolation and stale air; in the
tarnished mirrors the reflections of the visitors appeared
like ghostly shadows* The old rheumatic servants
flitted through the rooms like frightened owls, pro-
duced coat-hangers and hat-stands from all corners of
the house, until one of the more ingenious had the
idea of erecting a sort of rough wooden scaffolding in
the magnificent entrance hall.

The sacred routine of official life was completely
destroyed. The Councillor of Embassy who was
thrust on the Chancellor in the capacity of secretary^
collapsed under the unaccustomed labours, his tall
figure grew quite round-shouldered under his burden
of perplexity, and the only means he knew of dealing
with tie invasion of visitors was to put them all off,
irrespective of their identity and importance, with the
evasions that diplomats are trained to invent. Many
went away offended and annoyed, but those who knew
their way about departed in search of the faithful
colleagues that the Doctor had brought with him from
the Neue Wilhelmstrasse, In a small room they
found his private secretary, Henry Bernhard, waiting
in a haze of cigarette smoke until the elegant coun-
cillor had done enough mischief and he was called in
to clear up the confusion. They then sought assist-
ance from Fraulein Dommisch who was so accurately
acquainted with Stresemann's attitude to his visitors,
welcome or otherwise, and finally discovered her
behind a gigantic screen where she always withdrew
in dudgeon after a personal conflict with bureau-
cracy,